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concealed crevasses and it is just as well not to step upon
them. Generally there is nothing whatever to indicate the
hidden danger, but the desert Arab has an uncanny instinct
for such pitfalls and I often admired the sure judgment that
at times led them up or across an apparently impossible dune-
crest in preference to an easy-looking col which closer in-
spection showed to be nothing but a deep mass of soft sand.
It was rarely that any of them came to grief—and that
through their own carelessness entirely,—but in the course of
our wanderings I had seen both Zayid and Salih laid low by
such accidents as that of which Suwid was now the smiling
hero.
We now rose into an upland of dunes and ridges with a
good deal of Abal and Hadh in the narrow gullies between
them. From the condition of the vegetation my compan-
ions deduced—and who shall say that they were wrong ?—
that there must have been a fall of rain here not more than
four or five years before. Since then there had been nothing to
encourage the tenderer plants until now, and now once more
the desert had drunk deep to blossom in due course like the
rose. It is indeed amazing to think, as I write of this dreary
wilderness of narrow depressions some few months after our
passing, that it is now probably covered with a pall of green,
to the delight of the Oryx and gazelles and other beasts that
roam about it unseen and unmolested.
We passed by yet another exposure of the bed-rock under
a ridge of this upland, and near by we saw a gentle spray of
sand issuing from the burrow of a skink engaged in urgent
repairs to its dwelling, whose roof had probably collapsed in
the recent rain. The little beast worked with frenzied energy,
loosening the debris within with head and front feet to push
it out of doors behind him with his vigorous hind legs. We
noticed also the recent claw-tracks of a raven, though the
bird was nowhere to be seen.
We soon passed out of the belt of fresh vegetation. A vast,
bare plain formed the transition from the Bani Zainan tract
into Hadhat al Hawaya, whose outermost line of dune-waves
—we could see four of them, each about a mile long, spread
out before us as we approached—followed the typical

